FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
As we were leaving, the governor gave us a huge passport
filled in in Chinese characters. We accepted it gratefully
though we knew that if we got into difficulties a military
permit alone would be of any use. To show the high esteem
in which he held The Times and Fu Lei-ming—the Chinese
transcription of Fleming's name—the governor escorted us
through the three courts of his yamen, though at the portico
of each we, retreating backwards before him—did that
custom arise out of courtesy or out of prudence?—begged him
not to trouble.
On the construction of the railway, Sian had immediately
proceeded to modernize itself. American manners came in
via the cinema and now the young women went through
tortures in the attempt to wave their straight hair. The
police patrolling the streets were zealous supporters of the
New Life Movement and twice stopped Peter to tell him he
must not smoke his eternal pipe when walking abroad. It
could not be denied that in his long, full, beige great-coat,
bought at Samarkand in Russian Turkestan, and striding
somewhat erratically on his way, Peter might well arouse
suspicion. From every point of view he suggested the Soviet
ofl&cer. All over Manchuria he had, as a matter of fact, been
followed by suspicious little Japanese, he himself being much
amused by the curiosity he excited.
Religious Cross-roads.
It was the old town that interested me most and I decided
to go to the huge deserted temple of Confucius which stood
sleepily amidst enormous cypress trees with swarms of
screaming magpies flying round and round it. Close by, I
opened a closed door and marched boldly into a museum
that is in its way unique, consisting as it does of a regular
forest of antique steles , . . Placed on symbolical turtles,
they are carved with decrees by the hundred, with
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